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Sc:OTT RICHARDS

THE CHINOOK
an Tolman sauntered down the hallway coward the rink exit
carrying his equipment bag over his left shoulder and cradling his hockey stick in his right hand. The rink was nearly empty . Though usually one of the first co leave, tonight he was one of
che lase.
When he reached the end of the hallway, Dan stopped and
peered through the protective screen at the darkened ice surface. It
had been an exciting game. They had won, and he had scored
twice. He squinted at the dim outline of the scoreboard at the far
end of the rink. The whole evening had been exciting, in fact.
Bue it had complicated things.
Dan turned and scrolled coward the exit. As he pushed open
the door and stepped out into the night, the icy air rushed co
meet him, scabbing at his face and lungs. Dan gasped, and cried to
regain his breach. It was bitterly cold out. le had been close co
thirty below for nearly a month. Dan dropped his equipment bag
on the packed snow and quickly zipped his parka the rest of the
way up. Then he picked up his equipment bag and hurried toward
his old half-ton, his breach puffing out in frost clouds in front of
him.
As Dan drove slowly down the icy streets toward the outskirts
of town, he thought about the conversation he'd had that evening
with John Munroe. Munroe had been escorted into the dressing
room a few minutes after the game. Before Dan had realized what
was happening, he was being introduced to Munroe. Then Munroe was sitting beside him telling him about the Calgary Centennials. Then he was asking a question Dan hadn't dreamed he
would ask.
"Randy McConald broke his leg lase week, Dan. Maybe you
heard. I'd like you to come up and play a game with us. You
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might be the one we need to take his place."
Dan's tongue seemed paralyzed.
Munroe continued: "I'd like you to come up Thursday and Saturday to practice with us. On Sunday we play the Regina Pats.
Can you work that out?"
"Uh . . ." Dan hesitated. He was registered to start school at
BYU in ten days. "Uh, yeah, I can be there."
Munroe smiled and handed Dan a card. ''I'll see you at my office at six o'clock Thursday." Munroe stood up and strode toward
the dressing room door. Dan stared after him, watching him disappear out the door.
He couldn't say no to Munroe. He would be crazy if he did.
Besides, he would only be playing one game. If he looked good
and made the team .... Well, if that happened, he would have
some decisions to make.
Dan steered the truck carefully over the bumpy, icy lane toward
his parents' old, two-story ranch house. A light was on in the
kitchen. His father hadn't been getting much sleep since the cold
spell had set in. There were a lot of cows to check on . Thirty below weather was rough on newborn calves.
Hopefully, a chinook would come soon and bring them some
relief. Chinooks were beautiful. When that warm wind came
blowing down over the mountains from the coast, the snow and
ice would start softening and melting. In three or four hours the
temperature would rise from thirty below to fifty above. During
cold spells like this, farmers prayed for chinooks.

As

he drove up beside the old house, Dan shut off the engine
and let the truck coast to a halt. Then he sat quietly, thinking.
The game was on Sunday. He hadn't played on Sunday very often, and when he had, he'd never felt very good about it. It would
be great playing for the Centennials, though. Coral would be
proud. So would his friends.
Dan smiled as he remembered the way his teammates had congratulated him after Munroe had left. One of them had teasingly
asked for his autograph. Pretending to be disgusted, Dan had told
him to get lost. It had felt good, though.
What if he made the team? It would complicate things. What
about BYU? And what about his mission? In six months he
would be nineteen. If he decided to play Junior, he would have to
postpone his mission until he was twenty. That wouldn't go over
too good, to say the least.
The following evening Dan drove into town to see Coral. After
he had visited with her parents for a few minutes, Dan followed
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Coral down the basement stairs and into the family recreation
room. She stopped beside the pool table, then turned and faced
Dan. They looked at each other searchingly for a few seconds and
then Coral smiled teasingly.
"I was afraid you might stop associating with me, Mr.
Celebrity!"
Dan grabbed Coral and hugged her against him, pretending to
be mad.
"Sure you did, ya tease. You know you've got me wrapped
around your finger." They laughed, and Dan released her. Instead
of moving away, Coral leaned up against him.
"I'm happy for you, Dan."
"Thanks." Dan gazed past Coral, trying to avoid her eyes.
"What's wrong?"
Dan looked at Coral. Her dark, brown eyes were studying him
carefully.
"I don't know," Dan said. He pulled away from Coral and
walked over to the couch at the side of the room. Coral followed,
sitting down quietly beside him.
"I don't know what I'll do if I make the team, Coral," Dan
said. "I'm excited about playing for them, but ... " Dan shook his
head. "I don't know."
"You're not so sure it's the right thing?"
Dan nodded.
"What do your parents think?"
"They left it up to me. They said they would support me m
whatever I decided." Dan grinned wryly. "You know how it is,
though. They're against it."
"What are their concerns?"
"Have you got time to listen?" Dan asked jokingly.
Coral smiled and waited.
"Number one, there'll be lots of temptation. I'll be in a bad environment lots of the time. Number two, I'll be playing almost
every Sunday. Number three, I'll have to postpone my mission,
and number four, if I get drafted into pro, I might be tempted
not to go on a mission at all." Dan waited for a response. When
she offered none, he prompted her.
"Well, what d'you think?"
Coral looked up at him . "I think I'm getting concerned."
Dan laughed and shook his head. "How quickly I lose my
supporters."
"No, I don't know, Dan. There are some real dangers,
though."
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"Yeah," Dan nodded. They sat in silence for several minu res.
Finally, Dan spoke again.
"You know, Coral, it isn't as simple as it first looks. I mean, I
want to do what's right, but I just don't know what right is."
"For example?" Coral asked.
"Well, is it wrong for me to play on Sundays? Of course you
say yes, at first. But is it? I mean, there are a lot of pro athletes in
the Church that play on Sunday. Nobody ever says it's wrong for
them."
Coral nodded slowly. "They're kind of held up to us as heroes,
aren't they?"
"Yeah," Dan nodded. "And another question. Would it be
wrong for me to play pro hockey if I got the chance, instead of
going on a mission?"
"I think so. You know what the prophet has said."
"But is it that simple? What do you do if a pro team is dangling a contract in front of your nose? Unless you're some kind of
superstar, you can't just tell them to give you a rain check for two
years."
"If the Lord wants you to play pro, I think he'd help you after
your mission."
"I wish I had that much faith," Dan said, shaking his head. "I
don't know, Coral. I know there've been pro athletes in the
Church that have gone through this. Some of them have chosen
not to go on missions. I don 't see how you can say they've neglected their call to be a missionary. Their whole life becomes a
mission."
"If they stay active," Coral said.
"Yeah," Dan agreed.
They sat together silently for several minutes. Finally Coral
reached over and touched Dan's arm .
'Tm not sure what you should do, Dan. I know I won't think
you're evil if you decide to play for the Centennials."
"Thanks," Dan smiled weakly. "I guess I'll just have to wait
and see what happens on Sunday. I suppose I shouldn't worry too
much. I don't even know if I'll make the team ."
Dan stood up and stretched and then reached down and pulled
Coral up.
"Come on, let's play pool. If we don't start making some noise,
your folks are going to think we're down here smooching."
On Sunday evening at the Rose Arena in Calgary, Dan stepped
onto the ice behind the Centennial's star centerman, Lanny Jackson. The crowd roared, and Dan glanced up at the sea of faces. He
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had never played in front of this many people before.
As the teams skated around the rink warming up, Dan's anticipation grew. At one end of the rink, he could see a television
camera mounted on a high platform behind the protective glass.
Beside it, a cameraman appeared to be making last-minute
preparations.
High up in the stands, above the spectator seats, was a large
pressbox . A white banner, with the letters CFXL printed on it,
stretched across the outside of the box. The game would be on
the radio. Dan's folks and Coral would be listening.
Somewhere up in the stands, Dan could hear an organ being
played . The fans were starting to clap in time to the music. The
air rippled Dan 's sweater as he sped across the ice. In another minute the referees would drop the puck to start the game.
From the opening face-off, the game was a battle. Dan took his
turn playing a regular shift alongside Lanny Jackson and Mark
Werter. Never had he played such fast and rough hockey.
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two minutes left in the game, and the score still deadlocked at 0-0, a fight broke out on the ice. Dan watched from the
Centennials' bench as the linesman wrestled the two players apart
and escorted them to the penalty box . As the penalties were announced over the loudspeakers, the crowd hummed . Each team
would have to play shorthanded for the remainder of the game.
"Jackson, Tolman , get out there!" Munroe barked, slapping
Dan on the back. Dan jumped over the boards and skated beside
Jackson toward the face-off circle. As they neared the circle, Jackson reached out with his hockey stick and tapped Dan on the shin
pads.
" Let's go, buddy ."
The puck was dropped, and a Regina Pat player controlled it
and stickhandled inside the Centennials' blue line, where he rifled
a hard slap shot toward the net. The Centennials' goaltender
stretched and kicked, and the puck careened in to a corner. The
seconds ticked steadily off the clock and again Regina controlled
the puck. With under a minute to go, a Regina player passed it
directly in front of the net. His teammate received the pass and
snapped it quickly toward the net. Again, the goaltender's pad
flashed, and again the puck bounced harmlessly into the corner.
This time a Centennial defenseman reached the puck first, and
with a quick pass he sent the puck skidding up the boards toward
Dan. As the puck hit Dan's stick, Dan put down his head and
took three quick, powerful strides up the ice. As he glanced back
up, he saw the blue form of a Regina defenseman hurtling toward
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him. A second before contact, he glimpsed a red-and-white figure
and he flipped the puck toward it. As the puck left Dan's stick,
the defenseman hit him, knocking him down. Dan felt his teeth
grind and he slid across the ice and crashed into the boards. His
head buzzed with the shock. Then, as the buzzing subsided, Dan's
eyes focused on the ice. Blood was dripping from his lip, splattering in red stars on the white ice. As he started to rise, Dan heard
the crowd roar. At the end of the rink the red goal light was on,
and Lanny Jackson was rounding the net with his arms and stick
in the air. Jackson had scored.

As

Dan staggered into the dressing room after the game, Munroe met him at the door and slapped him on the shoulder.
"Nice pass, kid. Next time keep your head up, though. We
don't wanna lose you."
Dan nodded sheepishly and licked his swollen lip. Munroe
stepped up beside him and put his arm around Dan's shoulders.
"You looked good out there tonight, Dan. Can you come up
Wednesday to sign some papers?"
"You bet," Dan said happily. He felt a twinge of guilt.
"Good," Munroe said. "Be at my office at four, okay?"
"Okay," Dan said. He watched as Munroe moved toward the
middle of the dressing room, mingling with the players. Dan
pulled off his sweater and hurriedly began to undress.
As he steered the old truck through the icy city toward home,
Dan relived the game. It had been thrilling. The TV cameras and
the radio. Thousands of screaming fans. It had been a thrill getting the game-winning assist. Dan smiled wryly. Even if he had almost lost his head making the pass. He gingerly touched his battered lip. It was aching and stinging now.
Dan reached forward and turned up the truck heater. It was
cold in the truck. He put his hand over the air vent and then
reached over and pulled a camping quilt oveF his lap and legs. It
had been a cold winter. On Friday night they had lost their first
calf. His dad had carried the newborn calf down into the warmth
of the cellar and laid it beside the wood stove on a tattered wool
blanket. The calf was white with frost and was shivering violently.
Dan had rubbed the calf vigorously with the blanket, trying to
warm it up. Then he held the calfs head up while his dad attempted to give it some warm milk. They tried several times to
get the milk down the calf's throat, but failed . Finally, the calf's
shivering ceased.
"I wish we'd get a chinook. It sure would make things easier
on everybody," Dan said unhappily, as they stared at the dead calf.
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Dan's father nodded, then smiled tiredly. "I guess if we don't
get one, we'll just have to tough it out until spring."
As he drove out past the city limits, Dan's thoughts returned
to the events of the game. He had made the team. It was hard to
believe. He would be playing beside Lanny Jackson. Company like
that wouldn't hurt his hockey ability any. It would be great travelling around Western Canada, playing in the big rinks, being on
television and radio.
As the truck chugged down the highway through the dark,
Dan shook his head. Playing for the Centennials would be exciting, but it would definitely change things. No BYU, and no mission, at least for a year and a half. Perhaps no mission at all. He
had always wanted to go on a mission and always thought he
should. Now, he wondered.
He had done a lot of praying the last few days. More than he
ever had. He wanted to do what was right. At least, he believed
he did. He had wondered about that the last few days, too. What
if the Lord did say no? It would be tough turning his back on the
Centennials.
And what about Coral? He would be separated from her, if he
went to the "Y." But if he played Junior. ...
As he neared the turnoff to his folks' ranch, tears began to
form in Dan's eyes. He wanted to do what was right. But he
needed to be sure what right was. If only the Lord would answer
him. If only He would make it clear, so that there would be no
doubt. Dan blinked and tried to keep back the tears. He didn't expect a visitation. Nothing like that. But, if the answer could be
strong and clear. ...
Dan turned the truck up the lane toward his parents' ranch
house. The truck lurched and groaned over the bumps and icy
ruts. There were no lights on in the house tonight. He was glad.
He didn't feel like talking to anyone. Not yet. Dan eased the
truck to a halt and shut off the engine. He sat quietly for a minute, trying to organize his thoughts. Finally, he opened the truck
door, stepped out into the freezing air, and walked slowly toward
the front porch.
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